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dried boats, rusted cables and anchors, and a pile
of broken davits.    The older dock of the West
India Merchants is almost the same.    Yet even I
have seen the bowsprits and jib-booms of the
Australian packets diminish down the quays of the
East Dock as an arcade ;  and of that West Dock
there is a boy who well remembers its quays buried
under the largess of the tropics and the Spanish
Main, where now, through the colonnades of its
warehouse supports, the vistas are empty.    Once
you had to squeeze sideways through the stacked
merchandise.    There   were   huge   hogsheads  of
sugar  and hillocks  of  coconuts.    Molasses  and*
honey escaped to spread a viscid carpet which
held  your feet.    The   casual  prodigality  of it
expanded the mind.    Certainly this earth must
be a big and cheerful place if it could spread its*
treasures thus wide and deep in a public place,*
under the sky.    It corrected the impression got
from the retail shops for any penniless youngster,
with that pungent odour of sugar crushed under
foot, with its libations of syrup, poured from the
plenty of the sunny isles.    To-day the quays are
bare and deserted, and grass rims the stones of the,
footway,  as  verdure  does  the  neglected  stone